
THE VILLANOVAN

spirit of the day and the mansion is in dark-

ness except for a dim light in the library. The

town clock strikes eight and as if that was an

appointed signal the mansion blazes up in one

glare of light. This fact was not unnoticed by

tlie townspeople and. a few prominent men think-

ing there must be a great cause for rejoicing

came to congratulate Flushing. Nor were they

mistaken for they were met at the door not by

the porter, but by the financier himself and as

he shook their hands and cried with joy they

understood—Jack Flushing, Jr., was alive. Yes,

lie explained he had been wounded and in a

prison camp in Germany and he would be home
for Christmas. And Keatings never forgot the

rejoicing of that night.

The next day Flushing remembered the threat

of the "Reds." Now he had everything to live

for and he resolved to protect himself. That

same night a private detective was leaving

Chicago detailed for "special" duty at Flushing's

mansion.

The days glided pleasantly for the detective

proved an entertaining talker and was willing

to speak on topics which the financier cherished.

Thanksgiving came audi Flushing never realized

its meaning so much as he did this year^— it was

a real Thanksgiving Day for him. At length

Christmas Eve had come. Flushing had been

anxious about his son, but a telegram stating

that he was delayed and would get home between

that night and morning had cheered him and he

was now almost crazed with joy.

It was now eleven o'clock. A light snow was
falling. The detective and Flushing are seated

in the library smoking. The door-bell suddenly

Hngs. The financier leaps to his feet with joiy,

but the detective restrains him.

"Wait, we got to make sure."

He got up slowly his ej'es fixed on the entrance

to the library. At the same instant a shot rang

out followed by the sound of breaking glass

—

P'lushing powerless is unable to move—a face

appears at the entrance of the library, clean-

sJiaven, but a scar from ear to ear, makes him
known to Flushing wlio trembles from head to

foot. Tony, seeing the detective lying on the

floor to all appearances dead, shoots and at the

sfime moment is grabbed from behind and over-

powered by—Lieutenant John Flushing, Jr., who
had just arrived. He had found the porter bound
near the door and knowing something must be

wrong hastened and he was arriving just a little

too late.

\

It is Christmas day. The mansion is filled

with visitors for they have all heard of the arrival

of Jack and the murder of his father. They had

come from all parts of the town for Jack was

popular witli the townspeople althougli lie was

an heir to millions. The Lieutenant had not

shown himself as yet, but the porter is entertain-

ing them and tells them that the soldier will be

down as soon as he feels well enough as he is

upset from the events of the preceeding night.

Just before eleven o'clock Jack makes his ap-

pearance. His father is forgotten in their pleas-

ure at seeing him home again. After the hand-

shaking is over in an embarrased manner Flush-

ing addresses them. ^^^^^^^^V
:

"Well folks, I'm certainly glad to be with you

again, but I cannot stay a moment longer as

—

well you tell them Mr. Wilkens."

With that he turned on his heel and almost

rushed from the room. The porter thus being

invited to tell the story, chuckled, and said, "Mr.

Flushing was not murdered."

That was all that was needed. Wilkens was sur-

rounded by the visitors and could not have es-

caped telling the story if he wished to. He be-

gan by telling them of the burglar captured by
Mr. Flushing, and then proceeded to what hap-

pened Christmas Eve.

"I heard the bell ring about eleven o'clock and
expecting Jack I hastened to open the door. You
can imagine my surprise when I found myself

looking into the muzzle of a reveolver. It was
the burglar that Mr. Flushing had captured, but

I did not know that. He did not say a word but

having come in he tied my hands behind my
back with a rope that he carried in his pocket.

Wilkens was interrupted with many, "O mys,"

and "Ob's."' He then told how he had- heard

the two shots and how Jack had entered at the

same time and having overpowered the man wlio

had bound him liad returned to release him as

he did not want to enter the library alone.

"Well both of us entered and there we saw the

detective lying on the floor but Mr. Flushing

was seated in his chair exhausted from fright

but not a wound. You should have seen him
when he recognized Jack. This morning he told

us that his burglar had saved him, for instead

of shooting at him he had shot at the assailant

who was climbing in the window. To make a

long story sliort Tony the burglar had reformed

and getting a "tip," as he called it, what "was
coming ott"' and it being' too late to get the

"cops" he took it into his own hands, and I guess


